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Woh-oh Ye-eah 


Author's Notes: 
What Trinny wants, Trinny gets. LOL. Enjoy!!! 


James comes to the surface spraying water into the air. He places his palms on the edge of the large hotel 
pool and pushes himself up and out of the shimmering blue water. His feet slap wetly on the concrete to the 
sun lounge where he left his belongings. Water drips from his red and white board shorts that cling to his 
tanned body as he reaches down for his white hotel towel. He drapes the towel over his head and scrubs his 
hair before wiping over his chest. 

"Hola, amigo," Robert smiles as he wanders over towel in hand. 

"Hey," James smiles as he starts drying his back. 


"How's the water?" Roberts asks nodding towards the pool. 


"Great." 


Robert drops his towel on the neighbouring sun lounge, removes his sunglasses then turns towards the inviting 


water. 

"Yain't seen my little Danish fucker, have you?" James asks as he secures the towel around his waist. 
"Nah, man. Not since last night." 

"What about Kirk?" 

"Well, given he's been with me since the show, I'm gonna go with no. Why?" 

"Just wondering," James shrugs. "He was gone when | woke up earlier” 


"He probably went for a run or something. | wouldn't worry about it, man" And with that, Robert heads to the 


pool and dives in. 
Running? For the past three hours? In this heat? Don't think so, Rob 


James shakes his head. He bends down, picks up his sunglasses and slides them on to his face, then picks up 


his key card and phone then strolls back into the hotel. 

The front man checks his phone on his way to the bank of elevators. No messages. 
{Where R U?} He hits send. 

As the elevator dings and the doors open, his phone beeps. 

{Out} 

James steps into the car, presses the ‘I button and types his reply. 
{Well, duh. Where?} 

The doors close then the phone beeps again. 

{Never U mind. Be back soon. <3 } 

James huffs in mild annoyance. 

When????3 


The doors open and the reply is almost immediate. 


(Soon. Fuck? 


James chuckles as he wanders along the corridor to Room TIB. He slides the key card in, waits for the green 
light then lets himself in He ambles across the large room to the freshly made bed as he removes the towel 
from his waist and tosses it against the wall. He places his sunglasses and phone on the nightstand, then 
notices a sheet of paper folded neatly in half on his pillow. He reaches for it and reads the note written in 


Lars' hand. 


James, 

Go take a long hot shower. 

Put on your good black trousers and that blue shirt | Ike. 
Meet me in the lobby at 6.42pm. 

See you soon 


Lars xxx 


A smile creeps across James' face as he refolds the note and slips it under his phone. "What are you up to, 


you little fucker?" he asks the empty room. 


Still, he pushes his damp board shorts down over his hips and steps out of them once they bunch around his 
ankles. He kicks them across the floor where they land on top of the wet towel then he pads across to the 
bathroom, not bothering to close the door. He reaches into the large separate shower and turns on the water, 
then steps back to the vanity to collect his shampoo and conditioner. After checking the water temperature is 
suitable, he steps into the recess and gently closes the door behind him. 


James tilts his head back and allows his eyes to close as the water hits his head and sluices down his tanned 
flesh. He squeezes a small amount of shampoo into his palm then starts lathering up. The thought of 
alternative lyrics to an Aerosmith song tickle his mind and he can't help but chuckle to himself. He rinses out 


the shampoo then starts massaging some conditioner into his blond hair. 


"Love in a big ol' shower," he sings. "Livin’ it up when he's going down" He moves his hips and bends his knees a 


little. "Love in a big of shower, livin it up ‘til | come back down" 


He rinses out the conditioner then resumes his singing by pretending he's Steven Tyler. "Singin' in the big ol' 
shower. Woh-oh." His arm goes up, finger pointing towards the ceiling. "Up on the seventh floor. Woh-oh ye- 
eah." Arm goes up again, finger punching each syllable. "He said that he'll see me later. Woh-oh. Hope he loves 
me just a little more. Woh-oh ye-yeah." 


"| plan to," a voice giggles. 


James is startled. He opens his eyes and sees Lars standing outside the shower, shoulders and chest shaking 
with silent laughter. He's naked bar the huge amused grin on his face. 


"You are such a dork sometimes," the Dane says as he opens the door and joins his lover of twenty-eight 


years. "| guess that's one of the many reasons why | love you.” 

"How long have you been standing there?" James asks mock appalled. 

"Livin it up when he's going down," Lars sings while mimicking James' movements. 
"Ugh," James grimaces at the off-key vocals and the ridiculous movements. 


Lars gives him a shit-eating grin as he joins the singer under the warm needles of water. He snakes a hand 
around the back of James‘ neck then pulls him down for a soft, tender kiss. They part with a light smacking of 
lips then gaze into each others’ eyes. 


"Do you want me to do your back?" the drummer asks in a low husky voice. 


James smiles then turns around. Lars picks up the shower puff, lathers it up with body wash, and then starts 


moving it slowly over James' broad back and shoulders. 
"That feels good," he whispers as he closes his eyes. "Really, really good” 


As the water rinses off the suds, Lars presses his lips to the flesh and kisses it. His tongue makes little 
circles around a shoulder blade, and then nips at it with his teeth before licking and sucking any pain away. 
James‘ breathing becomes heavier with want; a soft moan of delight passing his lips. 


Lars moves the puff down across the lower back and then over hips and ass cheeks. He takes a few moments 


to touch each cheek, rubbing his hand over them, gently kneading and caressing them in them in his strong 


hands. 
"God," James exhales shakily. 


The Dane places a hand on James‘ tattooed bicep, indicating that he turn around, which he does slowly. He looks 
up into dilated and needy blue eyes, locking his green ones on them as he glides the sudsy puff over the 
muscular chest. When the suds rinse away, Lars leans forward, kisses and licks the defined pectoral muscle 


before closing his Cupid-bow lips around an already hardened pebble. 


James moans louder this time as he arches towards Lars who is teasing the nipple between his teeth, nibbling 
on it gently. James places one hand at the back of Lars' head and the other on his hip, jerking him closer. Lars 


moans and smiles around the nipple the moment his hard swollen dick rubs against another. 


Lars drops the puff to the floor and laves his tongue down over James' stomach as he slowly sinks to his 
knees. He almost inhales the large cock that is standing at attention, taking it deep into his throat in one fluid 
motion. A shuddering breath escapes James and he moans loudly when he feels Lars' wicked tongue creep out 


and begin to caress his balls. 


Lars' head moves back and forth, slow then fast, then painfully and teasingly slow, his mouth sliding over the 
cock he's worshipped for nearly three decades. He reaches behind and slowly starts fingering himself. 


James looks down at Lars and sees the pleasure in his darkening green eyes, watching as his cock disappears 
again and again into that luscious hot mouth. At least it's good for something else other than babbling away. 
James loves Lars' mouth, always has. He moves a hand to the Dane's head wanting him to take him deeper. 


Lars stills and allows James to fuck his mouth slowly, moving deep into his throat, feeling those muscles 


tighten around him. 


"Oh, God, babe," James breathes heavily as he watches Lars thrust two of his fingers deep into his ass. "| love 
watching you do that to yourself” The drummer jerks slightly when he brushes over his own prostate, and 
releases a choked moan as James withdraws from his throat. 


The tall blond grips Lars‘ shoulders and pulls him to his feet before leaning down and kissing him deeply, tasting 
his own precum as he slides his hungry tongue over his lover's. Lars presses against him, their rock solid 
cocks rubbing together, their hands sliding over the other's body. They part with a loud smack of lips, 
breathing hard, a trail of saliva still bonding them. James dips down to kiss Lars again, licking away the strand 


of saliva. 
"Want you," Lars pants. 
"Have me," James replies in a husky voice. 


He places his hands on Lars' hips as Lars places his hands firmly on James‘ broad shoulders. Lars jumps up 
with James’ assistance and wraps his thin but muscular legs around his waist, locking his ankles together just 
above James‘ ass. Lars wraps an arm around James’ neck as he feels James settle one hand against his back 
and the other under his right butt cheek. Lars reaches behind him, wrapping his hand around James‘ cock then 
shifts it slightly so it's settled between his cheeks. With one hand still firmly on James‘ shoulder, he pushes 
himself up a little, and guides James into him, wincing slightly at the initial burn. Gradually, he lowers his body 
on to James cock until he can feel his balls against him. 


"Fuck," Lars hisses then kisses James. 


James turns them around then steps forward, slamming Lars‘ back against the tiled wall with a grunt, and 
then slamming their mouths together. They explore each other thoroughly as they move slowly together, 
allowing Lars' ass to stretch and get used to James’ size again after more than twenty four hours. Lars 

throws his head back against the tiles and lets out a shuddering sigh as James presses his lips to the pale 
throat before him. He closes his lips around Lars‘ Adam's apples and sucks on gently, feeling it bob up and 


down when Lars dry swallows. 


Eventually, Lars takes control, using his leverage on James‘ shoulders to move up and down on his cock, 


slamming down on to it. The drummer's strong toned legs grip James‘ waist tightly allowing James to shift his 


hand from Lars‘ ass to his much neglected weeping cock. A gasp escapes Lars when he feels the fist close 
around him, and a drawn-out groan emanates from deep within when the calloused fist begins to pump him 


slowly. 
"Holy.fuuuuck," Lars drawls, his head falling back a litle. 


But he keeps moving. Fast then slow, shallow then oh-so-deep, rolling his narrow hips in order to feel James’ 
amazing thick cock brush over his sensitive prostate again and again. James' hand moves to the same rhythm 
Lars is dictating as he feels that all-too-familiar burn roiling in the pit of his stomach. Lars reaches up and 
grabs hold of the top of the shower screen to gain even more leverage, a slightly different angle. He moves 
ferociously up and down on James’ throbbing cock, groans constant now as his prostate is repeatedly assaulted. 
The calloused hand on his cock speeds up to an almost frantic pace then slows almost to a stop as he feels a 
thumb brush over his heavily weeping slit. 


"J-Ja-James," Lars whines, his eyes screwed up tight, his jaw open gasping for as much air as he can take in 


James speeds his hand up for a few pumps then slows down again while Lars continues slamming down on to 


his cock. The front man feels his balls tightening by the second then suddenly he explodes inside Lars. 


"Laaaaars," James drawls, his knees almost buckling from the intense sensation of the orgasm taking over his 


body. 


Lars slows his movements as he feels his lover's hot seed shoot deep into his ass. He moans loudly as he and 
James become one, and then shudders as James touches his prostate one last time. "Oh, fuck," he breathes as 


his head lolls forward. 


He looks at James and smiles upon seeing the intense pleasure that completely masks his features. James 
shudders and shakes as the last of his orgasm rolls through him, then he opens his eyes and stares at wanton 
green. His hand that had ceased to work now begins to move again, slow at first then gradually getting faster 
and harder. 


Lars' eyes fall shut as his jaw slackens. "Yes," he hisses. "Ja, ja, ja" His balls tighten drastically and his entire 
body tenses in preparation, then with one final pump.. "Jaaaames," he screams as he comes hard all over their 
stomachs. His head falls back against the tiles, eyes wide with something akin to surprise, his mouth gaping as 
he struggles for breath. 


"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck," he chants as the overwhelming orgasm rips through him in waves. "Oh 
fuuuuuuck.." his voice trails off from total exhaustion, his eyes fluttering shut. 


His head falls forward and rests against the front of James: right shoulder. Both are breathing hard; both are 
completely sated. James presses Lars hard against the tiled wall then dips a little and allows his now soft cock 
to slip out of Lars. The Dane whimpers at the loss and emptiness as he slowly wraps his arms around his 


lover's neck, burying his face under the jaw line. 


James gives him a few moments. "Babe," James whispers. "Can you get down now?" 

Silently, Lars manages to unhook his ankles and allows his legs to fall from James’ waist. His feet slap loudly on 
the wet floor, his legs unable to hold him up. James quickly throws an arm around his waist to keep him from 
crumpling to the shower floor. He washes Lars‘ come off their stomachs, and the drummer whimpers as 
James gently washes the remaining come from his sensitive cock. 

James turns the water off then looks at Lars. "Are you okay, babe?" he asks quietly. 

Lars nods his head slowly. "Ja" A couple of seconds later.. "Fuck, that was intense." 

James chortles. "It was." 

Lars looks up into contented blue eyes. "Happy birthday, min skat. Jeg elsker dig," he whispers. 

"| love you, too, darlin‘,' James says before dipping down to kiss those Cupid-bow lips. 

Lars sighs contentedly, then, "We need to get moving." 

"Why?" 

"We have a dinner reservation for seven" 

| thought we could just order some room." 


"Like fuck," Lars retorts. "| booked us a private room at Acquarello." 


"Acquarello?" James is stunned. "How the hell did you manage to get a booking, let alone a private room booking 


at Acquarello?" 


"Because I'm Lars fucking Ulrich, babe," he announces with a shit-eating grin before planting a quick kiss on 
James' parted lips. "And what Lars wants, Lars gets," he grins. "After fifty bazillion years, you should know 
that by now. So dry off, get dressed and we'll go have one of the best Italian meals Mexico City has to offer, 
‘cause I'm starving. Okay?" Lars gives James a broad smile, pats him on the chest. "And when we get back, 


maybe | will go down on you in the elevator." Lars winks at him then opens the shower door and steps out. 
All James can do is stand on trembling legs, dripping in the shower recess. He watches Lars grab a towel off 
the rail and start to dry off. "You little Danish fucker," he mutters, shaking his head in amazement. Then he 


smiles to himself. 


"My little Danish fucker." 


END 


